22	SIR WALTER SCOTT        jet. 43
fellow; what has put it into your head to Ibe on so much cere-
mony with me all of a sudden ? But, I see how it is, the re-
sult is given in one word— Disappointment.9 My silence ad-
mitted his inference to the fullest extent. His countenance
certainly did look rather blank for a few seconds ; in truth, he
had been wholly unprepared for the event; for it is a singular
fact, that before the public, or rather the booksellers, had given
their decision, he no more knew whether he had written well
or ill, than whether a die thrown out of a box was to turn up a
size or an ace. However, he instantly resumed his spirits, and
expressed his wonder rather that his poetical popularity should
have lasted so long, than that it should have now at last given
way. At length he said, with perfect cheerfulness, 'Well,
well, James, so be it — but you know we must not droop, for
we can't afford to give over. Since one line has failed, we
must just stick to something else:' — and so he dismissed me
and resumed his novel."
BaHantyne concludes the anecdote in these words: —
" He spoke thus, probably unaware of the undiscovered won-
ders then slumbering in his mind. Yet still he could not but
have felt that the production of a few poems was notihing in
comparison of what must be in reserve for him, for he was at
this time scarcely more than forty.1 An evening or two after,
I called again on him, and found on the table a copy of The
Giaour, which he seemed to have been reading. Having an
enthusiastic young lady in my house, I asked him if I might
carry the book home with me, but chancing to glance on the
autograph blazon, * To the Monarch of Parnassus from one of
his subjects' instantly retracted my request, and said I had
not observed Lord Byron's inscription before. £ "What inscrip-
tion ? * said he; * oh yes, I had forgot, but inscription or no in-
scription, you are equally welcome.' I again took it up, and
he continued, < James, Byron hits the mark where I don't
even pretend to fledge my arrow.' At this time he had never
seen Byron, but I knew he meant soon to be in London, when,
no doubt, the mighty consummation of the meeting of the two
bards would be accomplished; and I ventured to say that he
must be looking forward to it with some interest. His conn-
1 He was not forty-four till August, 1815.

